CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
THE 1929 election in Dudley was a very different affair
from the last one as regards unpleasantness, There was
very little beer flowing and hardly any " personalities."
The enthusiasm of the Labour voters was tremendous, and
our cve-of-the-poll rally was the biggest ever seen in the
borough. The count did not take long and I was elected
with a majority of 3,043 over my Tory opponent, with the
Liberal at the bottom just saving his deposit. I was pleased
with the result for two reasons. The election had been
fought on under ^150, and I had won the seat without ever
having stood a drink to anyone in the borough, except my
own personal friends, during the whole of the five years I
had been " nursing " Dudley. As the town had long been
known as very corrupt at election times, I felt the back of
the beast of bribery had been broken there for all time,
and that the votes of the electorate could no longer be
bought. This was May soth, and the five years of cease-
less propaganda had borne its fruit,
Several times in the last two years I had felt inclined
to give up the struggle, and for the past year I had even
kept a letter of resignation under my writing-pad, and was
at times sorely tempted to send it in. It was chiefly because
I had promised my supporters in 1924 to fight again that
I went on with it. The strain of being continually alone
without encouragement was beginning to tell, and the
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